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The Tragedy 

Thou haft caltl me ail thefe bitter names, 

Why fo I didjaut lcoke for no reply s 
O letjne make the period to my curie- 

G/ol Tis done by me, and ends by Margret . 
Thushaueyou breathed your curfe againft your felfe. 

ChM'ir. Poore painted Queene,vaine flourifti of my for- 
W hy flrewft thou Sugar on thatbotled fpidcr, ( tunc ; 

W hole deadly webbe infnareth thee about ? 

Foole, foole, thou whetft a Knife to hill thy felfe, 
Thetime will come when thou (halt wifh for me. 

To helpe thee curie that poyfoned bunch-backt Toade, 
fAi/.Falfe boafting woman, end thy franticke curfe, • 
Leaft to thy harme thou moue our patience. ( mine. 

c^Mar, Foule fhame vpon you, you ha vie all rnou'd 
A/. Were you wellferu’d,y©u would be taught your duty. 
gjMar. To ferueme well, you fhould doe me duty. 
Teach me to be your Queene, and you my fubie&s , 
Obferueme well and teach your fclues that duty. 

Dorf* Dilpute not with her, fire is lunatique* 

Peace mafter Marque Ife, you are malapert, 

Y our fire-new ftampe of honour is fearce currant : 

0 that your young Nobility-could iudge, 
what’twere tolool'e it, and be miferable ? 

1 hey that ftand bigh,haue mighty blafts to lhake them. 
And ifthey fall, they dafli them to pieces. 

Glo.Good counfell marry , learne jt,iearne it Marqueflc. 
Dorf . , It toucheth you (my Lord ) as much as me. 

Glo. Yea,and much more,but I was borne fo high. 
Our Aiery buildeth in the Catdars top. 

And dallieswith the winde,and feornes the funne. 

fjTMar. Andturnes the Sunne to ihade, alas, alas* 

Witnefle my funne ,now in the (hade of death, 

W hole bright outfhiningbeames, thy cloudy wrath,, 
Hath ineternall darkcuclTc foulded vp s 
Your Aiery buildeth in our Aieries neaft.. 

O God that feeft it, doe notfufFerit ; 
Asitwaswonnewith blood,loft be it fo. 

Buck-H aue done for fhame, if not for charity. 

Q. Mar, Vrge neyther charity nor fhame to me, 

Yrthl 


^/Richard the Third, 

Vhcharitably with me haue you dealt. 

And fhamefuliy by you my hopes are butch .red, 

Mv charity is outrage, liie my ihamc, 

And in my fhame (hall liue my foirowesvage* 

Back ■ Haue done. . ... . j 

0 , Mar. O princely Buckingham, I Will kifie thy hand, 

Inlignc of league and amity with thee , 

Now fa ire befall thee and thy Princely houfe, 

Thy garments are not fpotted with our blood. 

Nor thou within the compaflc of my curfe. 

Z^.Nor none hecre, tor curfes neuer pafie 
The lips of them that breath them in theayre- 
Q.Mar. He not belecue but they a (Tend the skie. 
Andthere awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O ‘B(tckjngham } bewiLZC of yonder dogge, 

Looke when he fawnes he bites.and when he bites, 
Hisvenome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to doe with him, beware ofhim •• 

Sinne,death,and hell,hath fet their markes on him, 

And all their minifters attend on him, 

Glo. What doth lbee fay my Lord of Buckingham ? 
Buck: Nothing that I refpeft my gratious Lord. 
c^Afar, W hat deft thou fcorne me for my gentle coun« 
And footh the diuell that I warne thee from ? (fell, 

0 but remember this another day, „ 

When he fhall Iplic thy very heart with forrow. 

And fay,poore Margret was a Propheteffe, 

Liue each of you, the fubieft of his hate. 

And he to you, and all of you to God. Exit* 

HaH. My haire doth ftand an end to heare her curfes- 
Riu . And fo doth mine,! wonder fhees at liberty ? 

Glo. I cannot blame her,by Gods holy mother, 

Shee hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 

Blast, I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage of this wrong, 

1 was too hotte to doe fome body good. 

That is too cold in thinking on it now r 
Marry asfor CAum^hee is well repay dy 

£ 3. He 



NATIONAL LIBRARY OF SCOTLAND (Bute.514) OctaVO 


